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"No, ghosts are real. You can see them, 

touch them, and hear them. But they do 

not exist. Which is why science ignores 

them. But to claim they are a fabrication 

and do not exist because science ignores 

them is a mistake. Because ghosts are real." 

- NATSUHIKO KVOCOKU, URUillE NO NATSU 

o Na~lIhiko Kyogoku Extremely successful author of supernatural mysteries. UIJUl1u no 

Naidu/Summer 0/ the Ubume (Kodansha Ltd., 2003) was his first novel. He is known for 

very long books containing elaborate philosophical and psychological reinterpretations 

of Japanese folklore, and fo r a very methodical and exacting approach to writing. He 

hates it w hen a sentence runs onto the next page, and lays out all his works himself to 

make sure that never happens, revising the works extensive ly for each new edition. 
An U!mme, according to folklore, is a bird with a woman's head that steals newborn 

babies. This particular quote posed a bit of a translation problem; the first and last sen
tences use the word "ira," which means "to be," whi le the third and fifth sentence use the 
noun "exist." To keep the distinction , I was unable to translate "ira" as "exist, " It took 
quite a w hile to figure out another way of saying the same thing that kept the connota
tion and remained true to the context of this quote in the original novel. 
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- heartless eyes. 

My first impression of the black-haired woman, Yo.ko 

Ichihara, settled on that phrase. 

- frightening eyes. 

-cruel eyes. 

- bewitching eyes. 

-hard eyes. 

-eyes that looked at you as though you were less than 
human. 

-eyes that looked at you from the other side. 

- eyes that looked right through you. 

- eyes that appraised you. 

-eyes that measured the world in reverse. 

-eyes that denied the way of the world. 

That sort of eyes. 

Unable to stand having those eyes focused on me, and un

able to continue staring back at them, I consciously dropped 

my gaze. 

It settled on the cup of coffee in front of me. 

That boy, Kimihiro Watanuki, had made it for me; he had 

asked if I wanted coffee or tea the moment I sat down, and I 

had said coffee. 

Even though I wanted tea. 

I refused milk and sugar. 

Even though hitter coffee iJ undrinkahle. 

The same coffee sat in front of her. She had said nothing 

except to give me her name, just sat there staring at me. But I 

was sure that Ichihara-san had wanted to drink coffee, and 

did not require either milk or sugar. 
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Steam rose from the black liquid. 

Pitch-black liquid. 

Ooh . .. 

If I flung this liquid at her, how would her expression 

change? What kind of eyes would look at me then? 

I knew I should not do that. 

She would be angry-and I had only just met her. 

I was here only because Watanuki-kun had been • nIce 
enough to bring me. I wasn't sure if she could provide coun

seling or what, but there was absolutely no connection be
tween me and Ichihara-san ... 

"Call me Yo.ko," she said. 

Just as my fingers had touched the cup's handle, absently 

seeking a way to fill the silence, Ichihara-san corrected me, 

even though I had never said her name aloud. 

"And-that thing you were about to do? Don't," she 
snapped. 

I looked up, surprised. 

Her eyes were the same. 

Still staring fIXedly at me. 

Then Yo.ko Ichihara smiled faintly. "Or perhaps ... thiJ 

way of putting things would work better with you, Nurie 
Kushimura-san. 

"Go ahead. I dare you." 

• • • • 
There are a great many strange things in the world. 

But no matter how odd ... 

How incredible something may be .. . 
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If a human does not touch it .. . 

If a human does not see it .. . 

If a human is not involved with it . . . 

It is simply a phenomenon. 

Simply a matter that will fade with time. 

Humans. 

Mankind. 

Homo sapiens. 

Huma ns are the most profoundly mysterious living things in 
the world! 

• • • • 

Kimihiro Watanuki was perceptive. 

Not in the sense that he possessed any superhuman pen

etrative insight. He did not have a knack for reading person

ality and character, and never said anything along the lines of 

"He might act thuggish, but he'll grow into a strong leader 

eventually. But that may well mean he becomes a powerful 

enemy." Or "You can trust her. The rough way she talks is 

just a pose, and deep down she's really very docile. It would 

help if she could learn to forgive herself." 

He was not insightful, merely perceptive. 

He did not see people, but spirits. 

Spirits: Things which are always around but cannot nor

mally be seen. 

Things not of this world. 

Things that, perhaps, were not meant to be seen. 
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But Kimihiro Watanuki could see them clearly. 

This was a problem for hini. 

It was not an ability, simply a faculty, innate and not ac

quired, resulting not from conscious thought but from the 

flow of blood through his body. It was a vision that was al

ways with him-a problem that nothing be did would ever 

solve. Seeing alone was bad enough, but there were also spir

its that came to him, drawn by his blood, which always 
caused an unholy mess. 

A mess he had to clean up. 

He had done everything he could, but there had never 

been anything he could do in the first place. It would have 

made sense just to give up, and that might well have been the 

best thing he could do. But even so, even in full knowledge of 

that, there was not a day when he didn't wish. 

1/ onLy 1 couLdn't dee. 

That wish went through his head every day. 

But it was less a wish than a prayer. 

A few months ago, someone had promised to grant his 
wish. 

"This has got to be a joke," Kimihiro Watanuki muttered. 

No, the way he spit out the words was closer to a snarl, and 

his shoulders were shaking with rage. He was standing in 

front of the coin lockers outside the gates of JR Glass Sta

tion, about a ten-minute train ride east of the station closest to 

his high school, Cross Private School. The people around him 

had collectively decided to go out of their way to avoid his 
• • • 

VICInIty. 
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He was holding a letter in his hand. 

A very short letter. 

FAKE GLASSES (NOT AN EYEPATCH). 

Perhaps more of a memo than a letter. 

Watanuki glanced up again at the locker in front of him: 

No. 45. 

The memo had been inside the locker. 

"She could have just <laW this! Why does she always have 

to be so roundabout-and what the hell does 'Fake glasses 

(not an eyepatch), mean? Nobody in the universe would mix 

those two things up! Oh, wait, she's talking about Date 

Masamune, who founded that place where they make the 

Zunda Mochi ... Sendai. Aggh! That's such a reach I can't 

even think of a come back! " 

It was evening, rush hour. 

Kimihiro Watanuki's very audible fury directed at someone 

who was not even there sent people moving swiftly away from 

him like an ebb tide, but he was in no mood to notice or care. 

The day before, his employer had given him a key. The 

number 45 was inscribed on the key-the key to this locker. 

(I JR GIM" Station Not a real station. N IS IOISIN actually uses the kanji for "glass" (or 
Gum"u -glass being a word imported back w hen they were still creating kanji readings 
for foreign words). In J apan. the xxxHOLiC novel and NISIOISIN's Deat~ N~le nov,el 
were published at the same time, and there is also a mention of a Glass Statton In LA In 

the Death Note novel. 

(I Date MaJamune Samurai, founder of the city of Sendai. Sendai-capital of Miyage 
Prefecture - is famous for a snack called Zl.llldaMochi, which appears to consist of beaten 

rice (mnchi) and green soy beans. Date was a skilled tactician who had only ~ne eye; he 
was ca1led the one-eyed dragon because of this. The rather tenuous connectio n to fake 
glasses comes from the word Date, which means" dandy." but when combined with the 
word for glasses (megane) becomes "fake glasses." Date Megane and Date Masamune 
are not very easy to confuse, but the Date part does have the same kanji . 
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His employer-although besides Watanuki she oversaw only 

a paiyukimir of girls who mayor may not have qualified as 

employees and a sort of pet thing like a black Yukimi Dai

fuku-had given him no details or instructions beyond, "Go 

open that door for me." 

"All that work I put into figuring out that this key came 

from the lockers outside Glass Station, and all I find is an

other order! ? Is this a game for elementary school kids?" 

No amount of screaming in rage could heal the frustra-
• tIon. 

All of his effort boiled down to his employer ordering him 

to find a pair of fake glasses. He did not venture to dream that 

things would end with the acquisition of said phony specta

cles; that quest would soon be followed by some new order, 

which would in turn be followed by another, and another ... 

"She 's just toying with me .... This has absolutely noth-

ing to do with my actual job." 

His shoulders stopped shaking, and he slumped. 

He appeared to have come to terms with it. 

Indeed, no matter how absurd, no matter how obviously 

the request served her own amusement, as long as the orders 

came from his employer-Yfiko Ichihara- Watanuki had no 

choice but to obey. 

AD.Jolute oDedience. 

Why? Because it was a fair price. 

The price he had to pay before his eyes would stop seeing. 

"Hahhh ... " 

Yfiko Ichihara's shop, where Kimihiro Watanuki worked, 

o Yukimi Dai/uku Ice cream wrapped in mochi. 
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was a shop that could make wishes come true. As long as one 

paid a reasonable price, no matter how extravagant or fantastic 

the wish-even if you wished to not see spirits, to not have 

blood that attracted spirits - this shop could fulfill your request. 

A shop that granted wishes. 

"Except the way she's working me, it might just be faster 

to go out collecting dragonballs. Does she actually mean to 

grant my wish?" 

Watanuki had worked for Yuko for several months now 

and was quite sure that she had the ability to grant wishes in 

return for that fair price. He was well aware of the extent of 

her power. 

But he had his doubts about her intentions. 

"As much as she goes on about fair prices, she can't pos

sibly expect me to work for free ... but what does she want 

with fake glasses? She gonna wear them? Yuko-san in fake 

glasses? Or is there some massive Warashibe Choja-style 

success lurking in my future? Will I end up rich? Gosh, what 

an exciting prospect. Damn it. Anyway ... " 

He could not stand here fuming forever. 

With that in mind, Watanuki forced himself to think. He 

had never bought a pair of fake glasses before, or even enter

tained a fleeting desire to do so, and literally had no idea 

where he could purchase such a thing. "Fake" meant that the 

lenses were just glass, so they could hardly be as expensive as 

functional spectacles. If she wanted sunglasses, he was sure 

the message would have said as much, so he should avoid 

tinted lenses. Which meant, in short-

o Warn"bih~ Chaja Japanese folktale in which a poor boy trades one object for another 
until he ends up rich. 
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"1 don't know this area well, but surely there's one 

around. They would have it." 

-the obvious first stop. 

A hundred-yen shop. 

There was one in every area with a certain level of popu

lation, and they generally carried quite a wide selection of 

products, all of which cost only a hundred yen. Since he had 

no idea where Yuko's demands would take him next, it 

seemed prudent to keep expenses to an absolute minimum, 

which a hundred yen certainly was. 

He left Glass Station, looking for a hundred-yen shop. 

Luckily, he found one just across the street. He went down 

the sidewalk, into the store, and headed for the everyday goods 

section. There were any number of frames so bizarre Watanuki 

was sure no one in the country would ever dream of wearing 

them, but among them he found what he was looking for. 

"They've got glasses for old people too .... Quite a time 

we live in. Well ... should probably get one that doesn't look 

too c.heap ... Hmm, guess there are limits to what you can 

get for a hundred yen. Red feels right, somehow ... " 

He bought them. With tax, the price came to 1 05 yen. He 

was out of change, and had to pay with a thousand-yen bill, 

which left him carrying around a fistful of coins. Watanuki al

ways felt a little empty, like he brought it on himself, when

ever he got a lot of change. 

He left the shop and waited. For his next orders. 

He had the fake glasses, completing the mission provided 

by the locker. Watanuki waited to see just how his next or

ders would arrive, uncharacteristically excited. 

From behind? From the sky? From underground? Or di

rectly into his head, supersonically .. . ? 
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Nothing. 

Apparently the fake glasses completed Yuko's requests 

for the day. 

"Is that it? I'm never gonna be rich? Such a shame," he 

said softly, well aware of how selfish a line of thought that was. 

Watanuki sighed deeply. It was already late, and he had to de

liver the fake glasses to Yoko and then make her dinner before 

he could get off work. How much had he earned toward his 

wish that day? He felt like an RPG character wandering aim

lessly around the dungeon, trying to raise his level from 98 to 

99. A living example of the the phrase "getting nowhere." 

"Wonder if she'd make me a stamp card ... then at least 

I'd have some idea how much progress I'm making." 

Or was his goal so far off that seeing it was more depress

ing than not seeing it? It was said that even the longest jour

ney begins with a single step, but if you counted each of those 

steps nearly everyone would give up long before they com

pleted the journey. 

What he needed to think about right now, assuming this 

had all been an elaborate joke on Yuko-san's part, was how, 

eX:actly, upon his return to the shop, he should react to the 

joke crashing in a massive apocalypse of flame. He needed to 

decide just what kind of reaction he should display once he 

was back at the shop. The joke was a bad one and the timing 

of it so off that this was a task rather more difficult than 

tracking down "Date Masamune's eyepatch." 

He headed for the crosswalk. 

The light was red. 

Cars were zipping by, so, naturally, Watanuki stopped. 

Four or five other people were waiting for the light to change 

as well. 
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U..Mrn ?" 

One ·of them caught his attention. 

.f;Ie looked closer. 

She was biting her lower lip ... 

. . . looking very, very desperate. 

But that was not what drew Watanuki's eye. Not that at 
all. 

She was a rather petite woman, and on her thin shoulder ... 

... Jomelhing. 

By the time he noticed, it was too late. 

Too late to do anything. 

The woman flung herself out into traffic. 

• • • • 

Oh. 

I did it again. 

When I woke up in the hospital bed I plunged instantly 

into a tortuous well of self-loathing. Tomorrow was a very 

important day- No, I'd been out too long. Today. 

TOday was a very important day. 

What was I doing in a hospital bed? 

I looked out the window. 

I couldn't see from here. 

But right now, at work, Hyodo-kun must be doing the 

new project presentation, the one I was supposed to do, the 

one I should have been doing. That was what we had planned 

in case of an emergency, an emergency that should never 
have come to pass. 
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I'd caused problems for them all again. 

We had all worked so hard to get that plan ready .... I 

knew Hyodo-kun would do a good job covering for me, but 

that wasn't the point. 

I had done it again. 

Let myself do it-do what I knew I should not do. 

Just as I had ever since I was a child. 

I longed to violate taboos. 

According to the nurse, I had been waiting at a cross

walk, then suddenly jumped out into traffic. I had no memo

ries of the accident - but even without those memories, I 

knew myself. 

I had jumped out into traffic at a red light. I had done the 

same thing, or other things very similar, over and over, my 

whole life. 

Fortunately, this time I had got off with a fracture of my 

left arm. Probably because I'd been hit by a scooter. 

But if it had not been a scooter, I would have died . 

Maybe that would have been better. Frankly, the fact that 

I had survived this long was miraculous. The world's most 

pointless miracle. 

When I was in elementary school, I jumped out the class

room window. Like the main character in that famous novel. 

For that matter, I had touched blades to my fingers more than 

a few times. As an adolescent I'd tried my hand at cutting my 

wrist, though only once. 

o Famou.J 1l0W,! Soseki Natsume's classic Dotchan. The main character jumped out of the 
classroom window at the beginning of the story. 
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But that once might have been enough. 

I might have died. 

People asked me, "Why did you do that?" 

They scolded me. "You shouldn't do things like that!" 

But were they right? 

Everyone had feelings like mine occasionally. Like the 

urge to pull the fire alarm in the school hallway (I had done 

so countless times before graduating high school) or the urge · 

to leap in front of the train as it pulled into the station, wind 

gusting, buzzer sounding (I always had to fight myself). If 

you climb up somewhere high, do you never wonder what it 

would be like to jump off? (I'm battling those feelings before 
I even start to climb.) 

ers. 
Everyone felt like that sometimes, some more than oth-

No exceptions. 

I just felt like that more than most. 

My urges were abundant and vast. 

I knew that, I was very, very aware of that, but even 

knowing that, even aware of that, there was nothing I could 

do about it, which was exactly why I called such feelings 
urges. 

Urgu . 

Urges, destructive urges. 

To put it simply, it was the commonplace. idea of the but

ton that says DON'T PUSH taken to extremes. How many peo

ple could honestly say they would not push that button? 

As for me ... 

I promise I would push it. 

Junior High Entrance Exams. 
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The day of the test for a famous private school I'd been 

assured I would be able to pass -I feigned illness, and spent 

the day lying in bed at home. High school entrance exams 

were the same. I ended up at ordinary public schools for both 

junior and senior high. If someone had asked me why I 

needed to pretend I was sick, the only thing I could have said 

was that I wanted to see what would happen if you got sick 

on such an important day. 

When it came time to go to college, I deliberately didn't. 

write my name on the application for my first choice school ... 

no, maybe I did write it, but either way, I ended up at my safety 

school. 

For the same reason. 

Yes. Yes, I know. 

The fact that I have managed to survive to the age of 

twenty-seven cannot be described by any word except mirac

ulolM. Presumably my reason barely managed to restrain my 

emotions - but that reason is starting to get a little thread

bare. The conflict between the two is swiftly reaching its 

limit. 

While I'd caused a lot of problems for myself, I ha{} man

aged to avoid any massive failures at work so far. And while 

it will sound like I'm bragging, if this presentation had been a 

success, it would undoubtedly have opened the door to a pro-
• motion. 

Instead, I had given that chance to my subordinate. That 

interpretation of my behavior makes it a lot easier for me to 

take. It always felt comfortable to coddle myself. It was my 

left arm I'd fractured, so my injury wouldn't be that big a 

problem at work; it was Friday, and I'd probably be back at 

work next week. 
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But that thought brought them back again. 

Brought back the urges. 

Whatifl 

What if next week I did not go back to work, if I never 

went to work again? 

Oh, that would be awful. 

That plan involved things that only I could do. Even if 

Hyodo-kun nailed the presentation, the plan itself would 

probably be squashed. And the other members of my group 

would pay the price; no one would be talking about promo-
• 

tion anymore. 

Did I care? 

It's not as though this company had been my first choice. 

It was my second. 

At the interview for my first choice I had tripped and 

fallen down - I can still remember the disgusted looks the in

terviewers gave me. But they had never suspected that I had 

fallen over deliberately. 

So ... 

. . . could I just stop going to work? 

Oh, no. 

No, stop thinking about it. 

I didn't want to do that. 

I didn't. 

1 {}wn't. 1 {}Wn't. 1 {}Wn't. 1 {}Wn't. 1 {}Wn't. 1 {}wn't. 1 {}Wn't. 1 

{}wn't. 1 {}Wn 'to 1 {}wn't. 1 {}Wn't. 1 {}Wn't. 1 {}wn 'to 1 {}Wn't. 1 {}Wn 'to 1 

{}Wn't. 1 {}Wn 'to 1 {}wn 'to 

I didn't-so I couldn't let myself. 

I hadn't let myself screw up at work-that much was 
true. 

But then I remembered ... 
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When was that? Just after I started? 

I put an important document through the shredder. 

Deliberately, of course. 

Disguised as a coincidence, so no one would know. 

Because of that, everyone in the department had barely 

slept for a week - but we had managed to pull through. 

It had been an important document, but not a critical one. 

So it didn't count. 

Neither did this event. 

I would recover. I could make it up to everyone. 

I could. 

But then the second wave hit me. 

What if? 

When it was time for me to apologize, I insisted I'd done 

nothing wrong, and berated them all ... what would they do 

then? 

They were so nice. 

How would they look at me? 

Oh, I wanted to do that. 

Urges like that possessed me. 

They always had, since before I could remember. 

But no more. 

Let me be clear: I was neither self-destructive nor suici

dal. That much I was sure of. I could deny that with confi

dence. I had as much reason to crave death or danger as 

anyone else -a love for roller coasters, nothing more than or

dinary curiosity. 

I just had these urges. 

I just had these urges. 
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To violate taboos. 

To do things J really shouldn't do. 

There were all kinds of things that should matter more to 

me than those feelings-relationships, work, so many other 

things I should care about more - but here I was wondering 

what would happen if I jumped out the window of my hospi
tal room. 

They'd be mad at me. 

I might even die. 

But. 

But that's why I wanted to. 

I wanted to push the button marked DON'T PUSH. 

"Why did you do that?" 

"You shouldn't do things like that!" 

That's why I wanted to. 

Why? Because I wanted to. 

That's all. 

, 

It had been a scooter, so I was still alive, and it was no big 

deal, but if it had been a dump truck there was no way I could 
have survived. 

It was a miracle that I was alive. 

So I thought ... 

Maybe things would be better if I were dead. 

But if I died, how would that affect everyone else? 

I managed to trample down the urge to jump out the win

dow, and took a deep breath, preparing myself to fight the 
next urge. 

There was a knock on the door, and a voice called out, 
"Kushimura-san! Can I come in?" 
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Must be the nurse. 

I said sure. 

OUTERHOLIC 

A moment later, the door opened and the nurse came in, 

in her pink uniform ... but she was not alone. 

There was someone with her. 

A boy in a school uniform, with glasses on. 

I had seen him before. 

But where? 

He said his name was Kimihiro Watanuki. 

• • • • 

"Uh-huh. I see," the black-haired woman said ominously. 

"So that's why you skipped out on work without permission 

yesterday or even a phone call, and that's why you came to 

work late today without permission or even a phone call." 

Wreaths of smoke curled from her pipe, and her left hand 

toyed with the fake glasses Watanuki had purchased the day 

before for 105 yen (tax included). 

Yuko Ichihara. 

The owner of the shop that could grant any wish. 

Owner, operator, whatever you wanted to call her, she was 

the one who employed Kimihiro Watanuki, and who would, in 

the future, be his salvation. If she wasn't, he was in trouble. 

Some people called her the Dimension Witch, but he 

wasn't sure why. Her age and history were a mystery, and she 

would not even tell him her blood type, let alone her birthday. 

Even her name, Yuko Ichihara, was fake. Watanuki knew it 

was fake because she had told him as much when they first 

met, no more than five seconds after giving her name. The 

• 
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most brazen fake name around. Presumably her real name 

was something much more obviously sinister. 

Yuko smirked. "Such a lot of bother." 

"Nah. I'm glad you noticed. But did you need those 
glasses for something?" 

"Not really," she said. 

Innocently. 

It really had been just a joke ... 

"Think of it as a scavenger hunt." 

"So it was a scavenger hunt instead of a treasure hunt? 

Not a whole lot of difference. And I would greatly prefer if 

you could not waste my time on either. Just leads to trouble, 
frankly." 

"But you can hardly say it was boring. For all your com

plaints, you enjoyed it. The moment you opened the locker, 

you must have thought, 'Seriously? Can this possibly be 
t ? J " rue. 

"I did." 

But probably not in the sense she meant it. 

"You thought 'This is so cool\? !' " 

"Except I am not a high school girl." 

"Oh, how boring of you," she said, sounding disap
pointed. 

She would have preferred him as a girl? 

"Personally, I'd welcome an apology for being forced to 

participate in your pointless little game." 

"Quite an attitude-you want an apology? There is noth

ing more pathetic than asking for an apology. Watanuki, I 
overestimated you." 

''I'd prefer you revise your estimate of me based on some
thing that actually matters." 

• 
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"Nothing in this world is devoid of meaning, Watanuki. 

Even games," Yt1ko said decisively. She pointed her pipe at 

Watanuki. "How was she?" 

"Who? You mean the girl I saw at the hospital?" 

YeAerday. 

While he stood at the crosswalk, on his way home after 

successfully purchasing the fake spectacles in the hundred

yen shop near JR Glass Station, a woman had suddenly 

thrown herself into traffic. 

Watanuki had called the ambulance. 

He had also gone with her to the hospital and contacted 

her family. 

And today, after school, before coming to work at the 

shop that granted wishes, he had bought flowers and gone to 

see Nurie Kushimura in the hospital. 

As a result of which ... 

He had earned black marks for skipping work and arriv

ing late. 

But Yt1ko Ichihara did not seem the type to be particu

larly put out by something like that. Indeed, she seemed more 

likely to use the fact that Watanuki had not even bothered 

thinking up a good excuse for his behavior as leverage. 

But now? 

She asked about the woman. 

"Of course, the girl at the hospital. Watanuki, you said 

there was something on her shoulder." 

"Yeah ... but I might just have been seeing things. I 

mean, I was looking out of the corner of my eye -" 

"But," Y t1ko interrupted, "you thought you' saw' it." 

He had. 

--
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"Uh, but ... it was just a glimpse, that's all. It might have 

been something sewn on her shoulder bag that reflected the 

streetlights into my eyes ... " 

"But," Yt1ko said again, "you don't think it was." 

He did not. 

"That's why you went to see her today, that's why you 
talked to her." 

That was true, but how she could be so sure was beyond 
him. 

Watanuki was extremely undecided about whether he 

should relate the contents of that conversation to Yt1ko. If 

this were the kind of mystery novel found in every home _" A 

chance encounter involves Watson in a most troubling affair. 

Whereupon gallant Holmes arrives to cut through all compli

cations and solve the matter with alacrity. " - consulting Y t1ko 

would be faster, but this was precisely the kind of problem he 

did not want to bring to her attention. 

Putting aside the comparison to Holmes, Yt1ko Ichihara 

was fundamentally not reliable. 

And even if you chose to rely on her ... you needed to 

pay a fair price. 

And Yt1ko could be outright mean when it came to that. 

The word volunteer was not in her dictionary. 

Over the last few months Watanuki had not once borne 

witness to the sight of Yt1ko doing anything without pay

ment. Nothing available in this shop was ever for free. 

She always extracted payment, to the point of heartless
ness. 

That went for Watanuki ... 

... and it would go for the woman as well. 
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Watanuki was currently carrying out his own payment, 

and occasionally, very occasionally, he wondered: Even if his 

wish were granted, what she took in return was of equal 

valu~, and in the end . . . did it really make a difference 

whether the wish was granted or not? 

His eyes. 

The eyes that saw spirits. 

When he had paid the price, and his eyes could no longer 

see ... how much would he have lost in return? 

The idea scared him. 

So he always pushed it away. 

Tried not to think about it. 

But when it came to other people-that was different. 

Kimihiro Watanuki's feeling was that introducing people 

with wishes to Yuko Ichihara was something he never should 

do lightly. 

If at all. 

"Tell me about it, Watanuki. If this were Doraemon, I 

would be Doraemon, see?" 

"If you're Doraemon, then mentioning the name of the 

show is redundant." 

"And you, Watanuki, are Sewashi-kun." 

"Not Nobita-kun!?" 

"Are you Nobita-kun?" 

"N I' b " o ... no, m not, ut ... 

"Then you must be Sewashi-kun." 

o Doraemon A very famous children's manga and anime. The title character is a robot 
cat from the future, with items that can do almost anything hidden in his fourth· 
dimensional pocket. The main character, Nobita, is a rather helpless boy, prone to cry· 
ing. Sewashi is Nobita's great-great-grandson. the man who sends Doraemon into the 
past. He appears only in the first few stories. 
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"I have to be one or the other?" 

An extremely limited selection. 

He couldn't even remember what kind of character 

Sewashi-kun "'tM. 
And hijacking the analogy-Yuko Ichihara was about as 

far from a character that had become a national icon as it was 

possible to be. Her position was much closer to that of the 

salesman wearing a funereal suit in another work by the same 

author. Anyway. He was Yuko's employee, and when he said 

to tell her about it, he had to talk. To his frequent regret, it 

was vividly clear which of them controlled the other, and be

yond that, the situation he found himself in now was entirely 

the result of his own careless failure to call the shop yesterday 

before going to the hospital today. "You smell like flowers, 

Watanuki," Yuko said, driving him even further into the cor

ner. "You should know better than to bring such heavily 

scented flowers to a hospital." 

"N h h ' " a ,t at s not ... 

"Oh? Not what?" Yuko purred, looking extremely confi

dent. As if she hardly needed Watanuki to explain. 

As if she already knew everything. 

But ifhe pointed that out she would inevitably say some

thing frustratingly Zen. Such as, "If you believe I know, then 

I probably do, but if not, I don't." She might not be deliber

ately attempting to cover the issue in smoke, but Watanuki 

would be coughing anyway. 

o Salumall in a Juil Fukuzo Moguro, the main character of Warau Sa/uman (Smiling 
Sa.le.JI1wlJ ) by Fujiko Fujio, who always wears a black suit. The story is famou s for its 
cynicism and black humor, and has never been suitable for children.Watanuki associates 
Moguro's mean and dark character with yo.ko's. 
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Not a pleasant sensation. 

So he just answered her question. 

"Urn, so ... this woman's name was Nurie Kushimura. In 

her late twenties, I think. Kwhi is 'comb,' "he said, idly won

dering whether Yfiko actually needed him to explain the 

kanji but deciding that it was the normal thing to do. "Mura is 

'village: and her first name is 'paint' and ·picture.' " 

"Hmm ... is that her real name?" 

"That's what was written on her hospital bed, so I assume 

so. Those charts are based on your proof of insurance." 

"I see. Nurie Kushimura. What's her birthday?" 

"I don't know." 

"I see." Watanuki had been prepared for a scathing re

mark, but Yfiko just nodded. "So, why is it that you smell of 

flowers? Were you randomly embraced by a woman wearing 

far too much perfume?" 

"Of course not." 

"I guessed as much. Then I shall assume that you have 

just begun wearing perfume." 

"Please don't." 

"Th h?" en w y. 

"Urn ... well, when I gave her the flowers ... Kushimura-

san, urn ... hit me with them," Watanuki admitted, reluc-

tantly. 

"My!" Yfiko exclaimed, as if she could not be happier. 

Her target acquired. 

"Not many people have the privilege of being beaten with 

a bouquet when they come for a hospital visit. Only someone 

as hapless as you, Watanuki." 

o Nuru KllJhimura N ISIOISIN is famou s for creating extremely odd names, and Nurie 
Kushimura is no exception. 

---------------------------...... 
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"Hapless? Since when am I hapless?" 

"You always were. I'm amazed you can even ask without 

blushing. If we removed the haplessness from you, what 

would remain? A Watanuki who is not hapless is like a 

Watanuki who was not born on April first." 

"Like the vast majority of people named Watanuki?" 

"I didn't mean them." 

"S' h k" 19 ... 0 ay. 

She hadn't meant them. 

He knew that. 

"In that case, Watanuki, why did she do that to you? Did 

you do something to make her mad? Make a silly joke, like 

'Since this hospital was founded, not one patient has ever left 
I· '?" a lve . 

"My life has not become so devoid of meaning that I 

would find such bizarre black humor amusing." 

"Hmm. Then why?" 

"Well ... that is the weird part. Apparently ... there was 
no reason. " 

"N " o reason. 

Hit a visitor with flowers. 

For no reason. 

"Yes. After she hit me with the flowers, Kushimura-san 

apologized profusely. She said she didn't mean to do it, that 
she knew it was wrong." 

A meaningful silence from Yfiko. 

She did not smile. 

He'd known her for a while, but this look always un
nerved him. 

Trying to shake off that feeling, he cleared his throat. "So 

I talked to her a little more, and it sounds like she's been that 
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way for a while. Habitually doing things she knows she 

shouldn't do. She insists it isn't self-destructive, but I found 

that hard to believe." 

A button marked DON'T PUSH. 

If she saw one ... she would absolutely push it. 

That was why she had jumped out into traffic the day be

fore. It had meant that she would miss a major event at work, 

one that could lead to a promotion. That knowledge had led 

her to it. 

Kimihiro Watanuki related everything Nurie Kushimura 

had told him. But she had been very flustered after smacking 

him with the flowers. Her version of the story had been rather 

scattered, and he was forced to summarize for coherency's 

sake. He was getting pretty good at that sort of thing. 

Essentially ... 

... she violated taboos. 

"It felt kind of like she is deliberately, intentionally 

wrecking her own life. Ever since she was a child. She calls it 

her 'urges' -which is at least the extent to which she is aware 

of herself. I couldn't begin to imagine how strong they really 

are. What do you make of it, Yilko-san? Are there any spirits 

that can do that to people?" 

Just before she jumped into traffic. 

The thing hed Jeen on her Jhou[Jer. 

Wh .? at ... was It. 

"There are," Yilko said. "There are, or should I say, there 

is such a thing. But that said ... " 

"That said?" 

"Mm ... no, well ... I see." 

She almost never hesitated like that. 
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What could it mean? 

"Watanuki. " 

"What?" 

''I'd like some flowing somen." 

" ... Huh?" He blinked. 

"I want some flowing somen. Prepare it." 

"Uh ?" J urn ... now. 

"Yes. For dinner." 

"Dinner ... if you eat that for dinner at this time of year, 

it'll make the heat worse." 

Which wasn't the point. 

Kimihiro Watanuki was remarkably skilled at cooking and 

all kinds of housework. But flowing somen required an incred

ible amount of preparation. It was hardly the sort of thing that 

could be whipped up on short notice -out of the question. 

"It shouldn 't take that long. Just go cut a few stalks of 

bamboo grass on a nearby mountain." 

"Or I could get a bamboo tree, so we could use it for Ta

nabata." 

"My, my, Watanuki. So uneducated. Bamboo grass and 

bamboo have no clear difference, scientifically speaking. 

Much like eagles and hawks." 

"Eagles and hawks aren't different?" 

"Eagles are bigger than hawks. The • names were given 

based on appearance, but they are actually the same thing." 

"But even so, you couldn't use bamboo grass for flowing 

" somen. 

o Flofllill.9 <10f1le11 See the notes for manga volume 7. Bamboo grass (JaJa) is simply a 
young bamboo tree (ta/ .. :e). Tallilbata is a summer festival w here people often write wishes 
on pieces of paper before tying them to bamboo. 

• 

• 
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"You could if you tried." 

"I can't even imagine trying." You could only send a cou

ple of noodles at a time, making the entire process even more 

involved. 

"But I want to eat flowing somen. I want to eat it so, so 

bad! My body demands it!" 

"Who are you, Yang Guifei? If you really insist, I might 

be able to get it ready for lunch tomorrow, Yfiko-san. It's a 

Saturday, and that should be enough time for me to borrow 

some tools from friends." 

"Knowing exactly what to do, despite all your complaints, 

is what makes Watanuki Watanuki." 

This proof of identity he found particularly ominous. If a 

shape-changing enemy appeared, they would have to prove 

which of them was the real Kimihiro Watanuki based on each 

one's ability to acquire the implements for preparing flowing 

somen ... 

Which would suck. 

"Lunch tomorrow ... that will try my patience. If I am 

forced to eat something besides flowing somen today, I may 

well die." 

"Glad to hear it .... Pretend I didn't say that." 

"Mm h " - mm. 

"Anyway, tonight's menu is already set. We're having 

curry soup. You told me to make that, so I picked up the in

gredients on the way here from the hospital-" 

Q Yang Gui/ei Known in Japan as Youlcihi. One of the four beauties of ancient China, 
she was the concubine of Tang Dynasty Emperor Xuanzong. She was known for outra. 
geous culinary demands. and had an entire network of horsemen set up for no other rea
son than to bring her lychee. She apparently hung herself after her family was blamed 
for a rebellion, but there are legends in Japan that she escaped there instead. 
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"Watanuki." 

Then ... 

... Yfiko asked the question. 

"Can you understand the feelings of people who are un

able to accept everyday happiness?" 

"Huh?" 

"For example ... if someone won three hundred million 

yen in the lottery, but never claimed the prize ... could you 

understand their feelings?" 

"U II " mm ... no, not rea y. 

If you win the lottery, you take the money. 

Stands to reason. 

"I mean ... that's what you would call a 'fair price: isn 't 

it?" he said. 

"It is. The airs you give yourself are most unpleasant, but 

you are absolutely correct. Let me try another example. 

Imagine Himawari-chan tells Watanuki she loves him. What 

would you do?" 

"Wh-what would I ... ?" 

Himawari-chan was Himawari Kunogi, Kimihiro Wata

nuki's classmate at Cross Private School. 

A very, very cute girl. 

"No, I mean ... Yfiko-san, that would ... out of the blue 

like that I just can't ... " 

"Oh? You'd turn her down?" 

"God no! O-obviously, I'd be thrilled!" 

"Mm." Yfiko nodded, narrowing her eyes. "That is be

cause you are capable of accepting happiness." 

"Happiness?" 

"That's why you don't understand how she feels." 



, 

, 

32133 OUTERHOLIC 

If " 
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"How Nurie Kushimura feels," 

That ... was true. 

Watanuki had been able to understand the facts of what 

Nurie Kushimura had told him, but ... if he were honest, 

none of it made any sense to him. 

Not really. 

He did not understand her. 

He even found her unsettling. 

Self-destruction, self-destructive tendencies, self-inflicted 
•• • 
inJunes. 

For no reason at all-or, simply to violate taboos. 

"She can't ... accept happiness." 

Was that feeling even human? 

He wasn't completely immune to the impulse to do things 

that were forbidden; as she said, everyone could understand 

the desire to push the button marked DON'T PUSH. 

But ... rejecting happiness was different. 

Put another way, it was like deliberately throwing your-

self into unhappiness. 

Flinging yourself into oncoming traffic. 

Telling someone you love that you hate them. 

Telling someone you hate that you love them. 

Behaving in such a way ... 

... was not normal. 

It was not what humans did. 

Which meant ... spirits. 

At this point Yuko-san peeled herself away from the sofa, 

where she had been sprawled regally, and placed her pipe aside. 
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And ... 

Brushed her long hair back so she could put on the fake 

glasses. 

They were cheap things, only 105 yen, but ... 

When Yuko Ichihara wore them, they were incredibly 

becoming. 

In a manner of speaking. 

"Very well. Watanuki, bring her to me." 

"H h? Wh ?" u. o. 

"That woman. Bring her here." 

Here. 

To the shop that granted wishes. 

"Er ... no, but she's still in the hospital ... " 

"But she's not seriously injured. Just a fracture in one 

arm. There shouldn't be a problem with her slipping out for 

h " an our. 

"'17 II " vve ... 

She was right. 

Still, he wasn't sure. 

After all ... it would require a payment. 

"Whether you bring her or not, the results will be the 

same. My shop is everywhere and nowhere. If there is a 

thread leading here, anyone can enter from anywhere, and if 

they have entered, then they have sufficient hitJuzen to have 

d " one so. 
U U' n . .. nttJuzen. 

"HitJuzen," she said again. "If this one succumbed to her 

'urges'in front of you, then that is a thread, that is hitJuzen. If 

you don 't bring her here, I will simply have to go to her." 

o H il.mull Inevitability. 
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"More pushy sales?" • 

"HitJuz£nl" Yuko answered, smoothly. "If you ever say 

that again, I will halve your wages. Do you hear me?" 

"Yes, but if you did that, I would definitely quit." 

"Oh dear. If you quit, I will have no idea what to eat any

more. Let me withdraw it. If you press the point any further, 

I will turn you into a pressed flower." 

A pressed flower? 

Would she flatten him between the pages of a book? 

'T d rather you halved my wages." 

"Oh? I shall remember that. At any rate, this case should 

be a good experience for you." 

"A good experience?" 
U'\.T " Ies. 
",," n 

IOU mean ... 

A case like this? 

What kind of case was it? 

"Watanuki, surely you haven't forgotten why you're 

working here?" she said, taking off the glasses. She came 

over to Watanuki and put them in his hand. 

He wondered why. . 

"Put them away somewhere," she said, airily. 

Done playing with them already? 

He'd spent more on train fare than on the glasses. This 

just drove home what a waste of effort it had been. 

What IVM he working here for? 

o PreJJe() flower N ot as much a non sequitur as it might seem. The term for "pushy sales" 
is OJhi-llrl~ w hile "pressed flower" is OJhwalla. The fi rst character is the same in both 
phrases. 
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"Right. Let's have that curry soup," Yilko said. 

With an innocent grin. 

• • • • 

I couldn't accept happiness? 

Watanuki had hesitantly asked me whether this was so. 

"Happiness?" The question flustered me. 

Not because I didn't know what he meant, but because 

those words had gone right to the source of me. 

They were ... 

... too accurate. 

"Th-that's just ... so sudden. I ... " I found myself bab

bling, trying to cover. 

"Mm ... " Watanuki didn't seem very confident in his 

own words. "Yeah," he said, scratching his head awk

wardly. 

Watching me. 

Or, no ... 

. .. watching my shoulder. 

Weird. It was as if ... he could see something. 

Like he was trying to see something. 

Was something there? 

I glanced down at my shoulder ... but of course, there 

was nothing there. How could there be? How could there be 

anything on my shoulder without me knowing? 

On my shoulder ... 

Was it the left or the right shoulder that ghosts attached 

themselves to? 

Yeah, right. 
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"1 just mea~t ... a normal life, normal happiness ... can 

you accept that as it comes to you?" 

Watanuki-kun tried explaining it a different way. But he 

was saying the same thing-like a junior high school student 

whose class presentation consisted only of repeating the con

tents of a book he'd borrowed from the library. He said the 

words without knowing what they meant. 

Words he'd been given by someone else. 

I thought. 

" ... Yes," I said nodding. 

The Jay before . .. 

This boy, Kimihiro Watanuki, had come to visit. Appar

ently he had been standing behind me when I jumped out into 

traffic. He was there for shopping, or work, or both. That's 

probably why he looked familiar. Such an adorable face that 

it had stayed with me. I remembered hardly anything leading 

up to the accident, but 1 did remember him; human memory 

is the strangest thing. 

But he was quite a busybody. 

He had called an ambulance ... which was, well, normal 

enough; doing that was increasingly rare these days, but not 

out of the question. But for a complete stranger, a random 

passerby, to be concerned enough to come visit with flowers 

in hand was sort of alarming. 

Was he just being nice? 

Perhaps he was just nosy. 

I would never have done anything like that. At most, after 

being hit by a car 1 might have taken a picture of myself with 

my cell phone camera and sent it around to my friends. 

Mean as that would be. 
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After all, I would have deserved it. 

I was the one who had jumped out into traffic . 

Even though 1 knew I would get run over. 

I knew that perfectly well. 

Which meant he was nice . 

Alarmingly nice. 

What drove Watanuki-kun to involve himself, of his own 

free will, with someone who was obviously bad news? With 

someone like me? When he had visited yesterday, 1 had 

merely thought he was unusually nice, but ... here he was 

again. Despite the way 1 had treated him, he had come a sec

ond time. 

Sure, I had apologized, and Watanuki-kun had for-
• given me. 

Was he a masochist? 

He did appear to be a rather unfortunate boy. Unlucky in 

love, very few friends, bullied by his boss ... If all that were 

true, it might explain the look in his eyes. 

"Weird ... I feel like someone is thinking very rude 

thoughts about me. Must be Yilko-san," Watanuki muttered, 

looking around. 

Good instincts. 

But who was Yilko-san? 

"Or maybe D6meki? Curse you, D6meki! Ahem ... any

way. Kushimura-san, yesterday you told me quite a lot of 

things that made me think, and the more I thought about it ... 

it all just seems very odd." 

Odd. 
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She knew that. Without him pointing it out. 

"SO ... don't you want to do something about it?" He 

looked at me. 

"D ?" o . . . . 

"I mean, it's not good for you. This time you were lucky 

enough to get off with a fracture, but if you keep doing this 

sort of thing ... " 

"Keep doing like I've been doing? Walking hand in hand 

with those inexplicable, inarguable urges? It baffles me too. 

A complete mystery. Do 1 have no interest in my own happi

ness? That might well be true. I've never ... been very ag

gressive in the pursuit of happiness." 

Apparently the pursuit of happiness was a right everyone 

in Japan possessed, guaranteed to us in the constitution. 

Which meant I was waiving that right. And not only waiving 

it-trampling it. 

Even denying my own right to life. 

Even though 1 didn't want to die. 

"Wanting to do things you're told not to do ... a very 

childish way of putting it, but that very childishness makes it 

easy to understand. It's the simplest way 1 can explain it. 

Watanuki-kun, haven't you felt like that yourself? Even at 

your age?" 

"Well ... I guess I understand, but when 1 hear you talk ... 

1 find it hard to believe what you feel is just an extension of 

what I do. To me it feels like you jumped the tracks ages back." 

Jumped the tracks. 

This time it was his own words; there was a real confi

dence to them. And once again ... he was right. 

Getting right to the root of the matter. 

, 
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"I must seem so ugly," 1 said. 

" I ?" ....... ug y . 

''I'm so different from .. ' . normal people. It must make 

them sick to look at me." 
" . k?" ... SIC . 

"Yes. Just like you said, Watanuki-kun. I was trying to 

generalize the problem by saying that everyone has the urges 

1 do ... but that's not really true." 

I knew that. 

I'd insisted I was normal, perfectly normal, to the point of 

genuine weirdness-which had just made my condition 

worse. I had been so reluctant to let go of that connection to 

normal, to what was ordinary. 

No matter how far from the tracks I got, 1 wanted to be

lieve our roots were the same . 

Finally 1 said, "Not being able to accept happiness ... 

that is odd, isn't it? But I'll just go on like this, I'll just keep 

making trouble for people around me. Maybe it would have 

been better ... the day before yesterday, if I'd hit my head 

and died .... " 

" .bsolutely not!" Watanuki-kun roared, suddenly furious. 

Hi appearance had been so gentle that I had never 

drean/ed my attitude would enrage him like this. I bit back 

th/next words. 

I didn't say it would be better if I tva.! dead. 

"P-probably ... none of this is your fault, Kushimura

san! Something bad has taken hold of you, and it is causing 

you to make the wrong decisions where it matters most! I'm 

told there are things that can do that! Which means none of 

it is your fault!" 
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"Taken ... hold of me?" A dramatic way of putting things. 

Despite myself, I glanced at my shoulder again. 

Which shoulder was it where the ghosts took hold of 

you? 

"Wrong decisions ... wrong choices ... I mean, trying to 

be happy is just normal! Pushing happiness away ... that just 

doesn't make sense!" 

"Yah" -ye ... 

Honestly, I nodded here not because I agreed with him, 

but because I was bowled over by his force, his earnestness. 

My head bobbed before I could think to stop it. 

But. 

I knew this boy was happy. 

People who pushed happiness away didn't make sense to 

him. He couldn't believe that anyone could be like that; it had 

no connection with the world as he knew it. Which meant the 

world he lived in must be overflowing with happiness. 

So much for him being unfortunate. 

I was actually a little jealous. 

Oh. 

I could feel another urge coming on. 

Watanuki~kun had said all this for me, yet I found myself 

wondering what would happen if I got mad at him - I 

couldn't think of any logical reasons to refute what he said, so 

I would just have to reject his goodwill as forcefully as possi

ble. 

Maybe even slap him. 

What would he do then? 

Someone this nice-what would he do? 

Someone this happy. 
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I wrapped my free arm tightly around myself. Watanuki

kun noticed that immediately, and must have assumed my 

condition had taken a turn for the worse, because he asked 

kindly if I was feeling all right. 

Oh no - I didn't think I could resist this urge. 

Watanuki-kun reached for the nurse call button. 

The nurse call ... 

Since I woke up I had pushed it for no reason so many 

times, all day, all night. Because it was a button I should not 

be pushing. A button I should be pushing only in emergen

cies. WhiGh meant I wanted to push it all the time. The nurses 

had been very angry with me, and if Watanuki-kun pushed 

the button, I was sure they would assume it was another 

prank. 

Even though it wasn't a prank . 

Even though it wasn't a prank. 

IfI slapped this boy hard enough to knock his glasses off ... 

I didn't want to do that. 

I didn't. 

I ()wn't. I ()wn't. I ()wn't. I ()wn't. I ()wn't. I ()Wll't. I ()WIl't. I 

()Wn't. I ()WIl 'to I ()WIl't. I ()Wn 'to I ()wn't. I ()WIl't. I ()wn 'to I ()WIl't. I 

()Wn 'to I ()WIl 'to I ()wn 'to 

\ didn't, but I couldn't-

}'Look at me!" Watanuki-kun said, quite loudly. 

That was just enough to bring me back to myself. 

But it was not enough. 

He had to leave. I couldn't stop myself a second time. 

"Uh, urn ... Kushimura-san," Watanuki-kun said, before I 

could work out how to ask him to leave without being breath

takingly rude. "There's someone I think you should meet ... " 
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And an hour later ... 

I was in that shop. 

The shop that could grant any wish. 

• • • • 

Describing the situation with such a cliched expression 

may fail to communicate the exact meaning of the scene, but 

allow me to use it anyway-it was like a snake and a frog 

staring each other down. No matter how grimly both parties 

were glaring, to the independent observer the eventual victor 

was a foregone conclusion. 

Yuko Ichihara and Nurie Kushimura. 

Yuko Ichihara sprawled languidly like arrogance given 

clothes, while the tiny Nurie Kushimura failed to project any

thing like confidence, and was unable even to meet her oppo

nent's gaze. They were opposites, images reflected in a 
• mIrror. 

Kimihiro Watanuki observed their interaction from the 

next room, peering through the crack in the screens. He had 

brought Kushimura to the shop that could grant any wish, 

brought her inside, prepared coffee for her and Yuko, and 

had left the room since his presence did not seem particularly 

welcome. But he had been unable to restrain his curiosity, 

which was why he was hunched over like a Peeping Tom. 

His role was completed. 

If hit.Juzen had been at work, then it had ended where 

Watanuki was concerned the moment he brought Kushimura 

here. 

I 
I 
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Which had been difficult enough. 

But today she had not hit him with flowers-largely be

cause he had known she would overreact if he brought any

thing with him and so had gone empty-handed, rude as that 

might seem -or done anything else out of the ordinary, so his 

difficulties had resided entirely in the effort it took to per

suade her to see Yuko lchihara. 

But it had not been all that difficult. 

He had done as Yuko instructed-explained the proposal 

with reluctance, hinted strongly that he did not personally 

recommend it and that the risk involved was fairly high-and 

indeed, with shocking ease Kushimura was firmly demanding 

that he take her to the shop. 

When Yuko had told him to present things in that way, 

Watanuki had had no idea what 'she meant, but once he saw 

it in action it was obvious. Her instructions had played on 

Kushimura's urges to violate taboo to get her to do exactly 

what Yuko wanted. 

This was not the first time he'd seen her pull off some-
. 

thing similar. Yuko Ichihara was as cunning as they came. 

But ... 

When he had been hinting that he did not recommend it, 

and that there was risk involved, Watanuki had not been 

lying. He had not tricked Kushimura. 

Both those things were true, in his opinion. 

Just how great a "fair price" would Yuko lchihara de

mand from Nurie Kushimura? To solve her worries, to grant 

her wish, how much would Kushimura give up? 

Concern getting the better of curiosity - indeed, throwing 

it right through the saloon doors of his mind-Watanuki 
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gulped as he watched Yuko and Kushimura interact, although 

all they had done so far was give their respective names (and 

Kushimura had been forced to give her birthday). Neither one 

seemed inclined to say anything further. Nor did either of them 

show any signs of drinking the coffee Watanuki had prepared. 

He had even gone to the trouble of warming up the cups, so he 

would definitely have preferred them to drink it hot. 

Then ... at last Kushimura reached for her coffee. 

• • • 

"Call me Yuko," Yuko abruptly said. "And-that thing 

you were about to do? Don't." 

Kushimura looked up, surprised. 

Yuko smiled faintly. "Or perhaps ... thiJ way of putting 

things would work better with you, Nurie Kushimura-san. 

"Go ahead. I dare you." 

"Eh? Uh, urn ... " Kushimura spluttered, obviously taken 

aback by what must have made little sense to her. Already 

Yuko had taken control of the conversation, Watanuki 

thought. He waited breathlessly, wondering if Kushimura 

would be able to keep up. "1-1 don't know ... " 

"What I mean? Sure," Yuko spat. 

Maintaining superiority. 

Watanuki had explained Yuko to Kushimura as a sort of 

counselor, which seemed the most easily acceptable way of 

describing what went on in Yuko's shop. Her haughty man

ner must have come as a bit of a surprise. 

"So, what exactly do you want from me?" his employer 

continued. 

"Eh ... urn, I just ... followed Watanuki here," Kushimura 

explained, in a very small voice. The end of each phrase trailed 

off so quietly that Watanuki was unable to overhear. 

I 

/ 
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"This is the shop where wishes are granted. Where all 

wishes come true. If you have entered this shop, if you have 

been led to this shop, then you must have a wish you long to 

have granted. Whether you are consciously aware of it or not." 
" . h?" ... any WIS . 

"Of course. Any wish at all." 

"Urn ... I'm not ... exactly normal. Is that a problem?" 

"Absolutely not." 

If a fair price was paid, Yuko added. 

To Kimihiro Watanuki's eyes and senses, Nurie Kushi

mura's wish had grown quite desperate-her life depended 

on it. Which meant the price she would have to pay ... might 

well involve her soul. 

That would square things. 

But even so, even with that in mind ... 

YUko had called this case a good experience. 

"I want ... " Kushimura said. There was a brief silence. 

"I want ... to stop myself." 

"Stop yourself?" Yuko echoed deliberately. 

"Yes. I want ......... to stop myself." 

Stop herself ... from doing what she did not want to do. 

That was her wish. 

"I believe you already are." 

"Huh ?" 

"Never mind. So, if that is your wish, what is it, specifi

cally, that you wish to stop yourselffrom doing?" 

Kushimura started to answer, then hung her head. She 

seemed to be choosing her words carefully, but what eventu

ally came out was exactly what she'd said to Watanuki. 

"My urges," she said. "I have these urges that make me 

want to violate taboos." 
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"To push buttons marked 'DON'T PUSH'?" 

"y E I" -yes. xact y. 

"You can't accept happiness," Yllko said, looking directly 

at Watanuki. 

She was well aware that he was watching. But she soon 

turned her gaze back to Kushimura. 

"For example, if you bought a lottery ticket, and won 

three hundred million yen ... what would you do?" 

"Wh Id I 1" at wou .... 

"Would you claim the prize?" 

"Well ... " Kushimura hesitated, made a show of mulling 

it over, and then answered with what she had most probably 

known instantly. "No, I don't think I would." 

Watanuki had known how she would answer. 

But he could not accept it. 

He thought Yllko would ask why not, follow up on the 

question, but instead she just said, 

"I " see. 

She seemed oddly uninterested in Kushimura, to the . 

point where Watanuki longed to say something. 

Putting aside issues of customer service-even putting 

aside the fact that Yllko herself had ordered Watanuki to 

bring Kushimura here-this was hardly a way to treat an in

jured woman, a woman with her arm in a sling. Not that 

Yllko was the type to care about any of that. 

"I-I've been like this since I was a child. Every time I saw 

the right way to do things, the better path to follow ... I found 

myself doing something else, messing everything up ... just 

like I knew I would." 

Since Yllko refused to say anything, Kushimura seemed 

• 
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to be forcing herself to talk, trying to cover the awkward si

lence. 

"I don't have any real reason to wish I was dead, but I've 

done things that look suicidal. It's like when something good 

happens I want to die, when I'm happy 1 want to be unhappy. 

Urn, Ichiha ... Yllko-san, do you know what I mean? Do 

you ever feel like I do? " 

"No and never," Yllko snapped. "Those feelings belong to 
" you. 

Kushimura said nothing. 

"I don't know how you feel about them, but they are your 

feelings and your thoughts," Yllko went on. "If you agree 

with them, if you believe them to be the right thing, then that 

is what they are." 

There's no reason to stop yourself, Yllko said. 

"Every human being thinks different things are right, and 

different things are wrong. Whether something is normal or 

not, it is still different for every person. Happiness is the 

same -everyone has their own definition of it. Do you still 

want to stop yourself? Stop those feelings you call your urges?" 

"O_of course. This is all ... all so odd. I'm causing prob-

lems for everyone, and ... these injuries ... " 

"I heard about that from my Watanuki." 

My Watanukil 
"V' h d 1" ~ou ear .... 

"That boy loves to gossip." 

Now she was spreading rumors about him. 

"But how much is true? You say you're causing problems 

for everyone, but to what degree are you including yourself 
• 4 '? 11 
In everyone. 
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"M-myself?" 

"Everyone finds happiness differently, but ultimately, 

happiness is a bargain with yourself," Y liko said. 

"Ab b '?" - argam. 

"A promise to yourself." 

This ... 

... Watanuki had heard before. 

And he knew what followed. 

• 

"You need two things: action and sincerity. Effort must 

be rewarded. If you pile hardship upon hardship, overcome 

difficulty after difficulty and give yourself nothing in return, 

you violate your contract." 

"Vi I " 10 ate ... my contract. 

"And how can that be anything but insincere?" 

Yliko seemed to be enjoying herself immensely, inappro

priately. 

"You are betraying yourself. And not only betraying, but 

cutting the thread." 

The thread. 

HitJuzen. 

''I'm sure our boy told you there are no people who reject 

happiness ... or something similarly naive." 

He had. 

But how did she know? 

"But calling him naive hardly covers it. Being happy is 

not a right, but a duty. A duty to yourself. Waiving rights is 

one thing, but failing in your duty is downright irresponsi

ble. " 

Insincere - and irresponsible. 

Which meant that behavior was also taboo. 

! 
I 
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"If you win the lottery, you should claim the prize. That is 

what I call fair price. You should pay ten thousand yen for 

something worth ten thousand yen and you should be paid 

three hundred million yen for something worth three hun

dred million yen. Discounts and bargains simply upset the 

balance." 

As she said the word "balance," Yliko inclined her head 

upward and clapped twice. Watanuki could not work out 

what this gesture meant, and did nothing. Yliko clapped 

again. Twice. 

"Where are you?" she snapped, clapping a third time. 

IJ Jhe calling me? What am L Jome Jort of ninja? She wantJ me 

to appear from the rafterJ? Appalled questions flooded through 

Watanuki's mind as he silently opened the screen. 

"At your service," he said, stepping into the room . 

Responding appropriately, despite himself. 

Yliko had been well aware that he was watching, but ap

parently Kushimura had not been, and she gave a sigh of re

lief when she saw him. Being alone with Yliko must have 

been extremely stressful for her. 

It seemed so. 

"Watanuki, bring the item," Y liko said, haughtily. 

As if addressing one of her minions. 

"Th't ?" e 1 em. 

"The item you obtained the other day at the shop where 

items of little value gather." 
" ?" 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

~ Nillja Cheesy samurai dramas often had ninja hiding in the rafters, waiting to be 
summoned by a c.lap of their employer's hands. 
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He almost insisted that he had never been to such a 

fantastic-sounding place, but before he did, it occurred to 

him that she must mean the hundred-yen shop. 

Such a poetic description. 

"Hurry!" Yiiko said, in a tone that did not allow for argu

ment. 

Watanuki nodded awkwardly, and left the room. 

If the "hop where item" of Little ~aLue gather meant the hundred

yen shop, then the item must mean the fake glasses. He had 

been told to put them away somewhere, so he had ... but 

where? Oh, right, certain they would never be used again, he 

had put them in the storage shed out back. The shed ... which 

Yiiko called the treasury. 

Her mountain of treasure. 

When he first heard this, Watanuki had secretly pitied 

her inability to distinguish between treasures and junk, but 

certain events since then had caused him to reconsider. He 

had his doubts about how much of it qualified as treasure, but 

it did seem to be true that much of what lay inside was decid

edly not normal. 

He found the fake glasses quickly, then went back to the 

room and gave them to Yiiko. 

Without so much as a glance in his direction, let alone a 

word of thanks, Yiiko turned toward Kushimura. "These 

glasses have quite a distinguished history." 

Yeah, a very distinguished hundred-yen shop. 

"If you wear these regularly, a mysterious power will lead 

you down the right path. They will prevent you from making 

the wrong choices. They will show you how to select the be

havior that will help you become as you see yourself, to do 

what is best for you." 

• 
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"Th-they will?" Kushimura was dubious, but unable to 

take her eyes off the glasses. Was she really going to believe 

vague talk about mysterious powers? "Those are ... some 

very impressive glasses." 

"They have been linked to Date Masamune." 

For some reason, Yiiko was adding extra unneeded lies. 

It made Watanuki's knees tremble just to listen. 

"I now give them to you," Yiiko said, reverently handing 

to Kushirnura the distinguished item that had been linked to 

Date Masamune. Kushimura took them, but she did seem 

sure what to do with them. She grasped them awkwardly by 

the frames and held them up near her eyes. 

"But I have good eyes ... " 

"The lenses aren't curved at all, don't worry." 

"Oh, I see ... but I don't have much money ... " 

"They're free," Yiiko said. "That's what 'give' implies." 

Kushimura nodded. Watanuki, however, was flabber-

gasted. "Give?" Yiiko-san? "Free?" No fair price at all? 

"You are 'free' to do with them what you like. Use them, 

throw them away, as you like. Decide however action and 

sincerity dictate. Now, shouldn't you be getting back to the 

hospital? You slipped out without permission, didn't you? 

You can find your own way back, I'm sure. I would love to 

have our boy walk you back, but he has important work to 
d " o. 

"Ah ... right, yes, I'll be rme. I can get back, I'm sure. 

Umm ... thank you." 

A very uncertain expression of gratitude. 

As well it should be; if she left here, she would only won

der why she had come. There was not one single reason why 

she should be thanking anybody. Nothing had been done for 
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her, and she had done nothing. At the very end, she had been 

given a highly dubious pair of fake glasses. Given? More like 

forced to accept. And then sent packing. 

But once Yiiko had wrapped things up, there was noth-
• 
mg more to say. 

That much was perfectly clear. 

Without a drop of the coffee Watanuki had prepared 

passing her lips. 

Kushimura left the shop where wishes were granted. 

Watanuki did walk her to the gate, considering it the least 

he could do. 

When he returned to Yiiko, she was puffing on her pipe. 

Had she refrained from doing so as some small consider-

ation for her injured guest? 

That did not seem likely. 

"What was that all about?" 

"What was what about?" Yiiko said, blankly. 

"Where do I even start? Urn ... first of all, the fake 

glasses ?" 

"What about them? They are undoubtedly an item of dis

tinguishment, and they are undoubtedly linked to Date 

M " asamune. 

"Date Masamune has nothing to do with them." 

"You cannot deny the possibility exists." 

"I believe I can," Watanuki insisted. "And the rest of what 

you said to her, about how they would help her choose the 

right path ... That was all nonsense, right?" 

"Oh? You noticed?" 

• 
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"Fake glasses that cost a hundred and five yen the other 

day do not simply acquire such properties overnight." 

"That is not necessarily true, but in this case, yes, those 

glasses are perfectly ordinary glasses." 

Without so much as batting an eye, Yiiko admitted that 

they had no effect at all. 

"I thought as much. You would never hand over some

thing that impressive without demanding a fair price." 

"I don't much like your tone, but for the moment I'll 

agree. Nevertheless, Watanuki, that perception of yours is 
. " not qUlte accurate. 

"Oh?" 

"I did receive a fair price from her," Yiiko said. "And her 

wish was granted." 

"h ?" .. . ow so . 

But Yiiko just smiled. 

Regally. 

"To further the example from yesterday: If an English 

gentleman came up to you on your way home from school 

and said, 'I'd like to give you one hundred trillion yen.' Per

haps he says this in Japanese, perhaps in English, it does not 

really matter-if that happened, Watanuki, what would you 

d ?" o. 

"I I' " - m not ... 

"Would you take it or not?" 

"Well ... " He couldn't answer. 

But this was the sort of question that not being able to an

swer instantly was in itself the answer. 

"Well, no. I wouldn't." 

"Wh t?" y no . 

• 
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"I mean, that just sounds so suspicious. He must be up to 

something." 

"I see," Yilko nodded. "Exactly my point." 

"Said point being?" 

"That is the best way to explain people who can't accept 

happiness. I gave no indication that this English gentleman 

was up to anything-and English gentlemen are the most 

honorable gentlemen in the world. They would never be up 

to anything suspicious." 

"I have no idea what inspired such deep-seated trust in 

you, but a figure like a hundred trillion yen would make any-
.. " . one SUSpICiOUS. 

'That's a comment I would have liked to hear in the 

'Himawari-chan tells you she loves you' hypothetical. But es

sentially, the opposite of what I said to her." 

The opposite. 

Looked at from the other direction. 

Yilko went on. "To become happy, you need to pay a fair 

price. Which means that excessive fortune can only be 

viewed as a threat. You need to earn that fortune through an 

appropriate amount of work and struggle." 

"A contract with yourself?" 

A promise to yourself. 

Action and sincerity. 

"You know the expression 'It all works out in the end'? 

Human lives ultimately run on a balanced budget. If there is 

good, there is bad, and when bad things happen there must 

be good things as well." 

"Th " at. .. 

That would square things. 
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" ... I have heard that." 

"But the expression is not strictly accurate. Fundamen

tally, to be happy you have to bear the burden of an equal 

amount of misery. See? To get something good, you have to 

put up with something bad. Nothing as carefree as 'taking the 

good with the bad' makes it sound. That doesn't fulfill the 
. " promise. 

Watanuki thought about it. Yuko went on: 

"To put it another way, the higher your position at a job, 

the more you have to work. Not being able to do so is insin

cere and irresponsible. Still another way: If where you are is 

a step lower than normal, if you are in an unfortunate posi

tion, then you must allow yourself to not expend as much 

effort, to abandon your stubborn pride. All part of the 
. " promise. 

"B " ut ... urn ... 

Was this true? 

He could comprehend the gist of what she was saying, 

but ... 

"B-but she-Kushimura-san, Nurie Kushimura-san, in 

her case-she didn't have excessive happiness, she was aban

doning normal happiness." 

Waiving her rights and abandoning her duties. 

"She was not, Watanuki," YOko said reproachfully. "She 

was maintaining her balance." 

"Bal ?" ance. 

"All humans have a certain level of fascination with for

bidden behavior, but those urges have little to do with 

Kushimura's situation. You must not mingle or confuse the 

two. All that I have just explained ought to have been enough 



56157 OUTERHOLlC 

for you to understand that happiness, excessive or otherwise, 

carries with it a degree of pressure. Happiness is not entirely 

a good thing-not as long as you have to pay a fair price for 

it. And there is no way to avoid paying the price." 

"H h " u ... 

If you accepted the hundred trillion yen from the English 

gentleman, you would have to work off a hundred trillion 

yen's worth of debt to yourself. 

The debt would be hit,mzen. 
Not to the English gentleman - but to yourself. 

"When she was with me, the only thought in her mind was 

that she wanted to go home. Talking with me was a source of 

pressure. That's why she was so relieved when you came in." 

"Yeah, I did notice that ... " 

"In return for abandoning happiness, she can escape that 

pressure. She made that choice. Just as she said, this is not 

self-destructive or suicidal; it was all carefully calculated." 

"C-calculated? " 

CalcuLated, mea.1ured, weighed. 
Not the hallmarks of impulsive behavior. 

"In other words, she was an immense coward about get

ting what she wanted most." 

"B-but ... you don't think she was simply throwing her-

self at unhappiness? Even if that was less stressful." 

"Throwing herself into unhappiness ... or into traffic?" 

"Yeah, like that." 

"But she was hit by a scooter," Y uko said, dismissively. 

"She chose when to jump. And jumping out in front of a 

dump truck is a much bigger taboo." 

If she were hit by a scooter ... she would not die. Espe-
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cially if she blocked it with her arm. It made sense; 

Kushimura had chosen when to jump out in traffic, and had 

chosen to jump in front of the scooter. 

"As a result of which, she did not have to give a major 

presentation at work. She was able to avoid such a stressful 

situation, to avoid that pressure." 

"Yi h b " ea, ut ... 

"And while she claimed she caused trouble for everyone, 

it wasn't actually that big a deal. Someone filled in for her ... 

what was his name? Hyodo-kun? He did her job for her, and 

whether she was there or not, she was still part of the group 

that had made the plan, and no matter what she might say, 

the road to promotion is not as firmly closed as she claims." 

"Well ... I guess not." 

No guess about it. 

That was it, plain and simple. 

"Or maybe she simply didn't want that promotion. Truly 

meek people fear success more than failure. Promotions 

bring with them greater responsibility, and there are any 

number of people who would prefer to avoid that. For all her 

concerns about causing trouble for her group, she also admit

ted that they were all really nice people. And she knew that 

better than anyone." 

"But ... she hit me with those flowers ... " 

"A visitor so Sewashi-kun-ish -abnormally nice and so 

eager to be helpful that he calls an ambulance for a total 

stranger-is hardly likely to be particularly enraged when 

the injured person they are visiting hits them over the head 

with a bouquet. Admittedly, she did so without knowing that 

you are prone to violent fits." 
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"I 1" am not. 

There were just people near him who set him off. Two of 

them. 

And one of them was right in front of him. 

"If you think about it, annoying the nurses by pressing 

the button that summons them over and over is not that big a 

deal. Same with the fire alarm at school. That button marked 

'DON 'T PUSH' is hardly the launch switch for a nuclear bomb. 

I'm sure she got off with a sc;olding. Perhaps that's what she's 

after: anything except happiness, including making people 

angry. Like ordering coffee when you want tea. Speaking of 

which, she almost threw her coffee at me." 

She had? 

So that's what Yuko had stopped her from doing. 

"She had calculated that I knew her situation and was 

going to help with it, so I would not be all that angry." 

Watanuki was silent. 

"The old idea that things are going too well. Watanuki, 

can you understand the desire to stumble deliberately when 

the story looks to progress your way? 'Trouble follows for

tune.' So why not trip yourself up in advance? If you're going 

be tripped anyway, trip yourself before anything good hap

pens. I have no idea how conscious she is of what she's doing, 

but it is, to a certain extent, deliberate." 

UGh . .. " 

Were there really people like that? 

Someone that thorough. 

"She mentioned failing to get into the schools she most 

wanted to attend, but she always got in somewhere else. She 

may have failed to get the job she wanted most, but she was 
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hired by her second choice. She mentioned fighting the urge 

to throw herself in front of the train at the station ... but she 

never actually did." 

The most she ever did was jump out in front of a scooter 

that was slowing down as it approached a crosswalk. 

"And when you get right down to it, the fact that she is alive 

now proves everything. The fact that she has survived this long 

is not a miracle, it is proof. The greatest taboo for a human is 

suicide. If you're satisfied by pretending to kill yourself, then 

the action cannot be taken as a violation of that taboo." 

She had cut her wrists once - but only once. And the cuts 

had been too shallow to kill her. 

"If there was a button marked ' DON'T P USH,' that woman 

would never push it," Yuko went on. "She would just claim 

she would, and convince herself that it was true. In that 

sense, she's wrong about herself. She's never killed anyone, 

she 's never eaten anybody, yet she talks about violating 

taboos? Makes my sides hurt laughing. Any number of chil

dren have jumped out the window of their classroom. That's 

not a taboo! Look at it all lined up like this, Watanuki, and 

you can tell just how calculating that woman is." 

Avoiding happiness. 

Avoiding pressure. 

"A word as forthright and flamboyant as 'urges' hardly 

describes such a slipshod methodology. What she does is sim

ply a compromise. It seems you are not among them, 

Watanuki, but there are any number of people who do not 

like being exalted, do not like being thought highly of, and 

the vast majority of those people invariably choose the 
second-best option." 
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The second-best option. 

"A problem of balance and swift adjustment. Nobody can 

afford to keep the gas pedal down all the time, can they? 

You'd never make it around the next corner. You could boil it 

down to overcautiousness, or underestimating oneself, but ei

ther way, refusing to accept a normal amount of happiness 

can hardly be described as the right thing to do." 

"The right thing to do?" 

"It is your duty to accept a measure of happiness equiva

lent to the actions you have taken. Rejecting it violates your 

contract with yourself If your effort is not rewarded, your 

soul rebels." 

"R b I " e es ... 

"You could also say it overflows. If you do the work to re

ceive the best option, then you must accept that option as 

d " your rewar . 

That was the fair price. 

A fair price could neither be undercut nor overpaid. 

Yilko pointed her pipe at the seat where Kushimura had 

been a few minutes before. 

"Stop herself from doing what she doesn't want to do ... 

a fascinating turn of phrase, and one that makes no sense. 

The fact that she doesn't want to do those things suggests she 

is already stopping herself from doing them-very calculat

edly. She may well have a black belt in stopping herself 

Never once leaving the realm of safety, never even going 

close to the fence around the realm. The only question is, to 

what extent is she herself aware of this?" 

o Over}'IOIw The word used for "rebellion" or" "revolt" is a homony m of the word for 
"flood" or "overflow." Both words are read hanrall . 

• 
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" ... If she puts those glasses on," Watanuki said, trying to 

hide how shaken he was, "will she really ... be able to choose 

the path that's best for her?" 

"Of course not," Yilko said, as if it were obvious. "Those 

are an ordinary pair of fake glasses." 

"Eh ... but ... then ... " 

"Watanuki, you said it yourself. Have you already forgot

ten how pompously you lectured me for deceiving her? You 

must be suffering from amnesia." 

"No, I mean, you're right, but ... then what was the point 

of it all?" 

"There is a point ... just not a dramatic one." 

Watanuki waited. 

"I merely provided an opportunity." 

She had not become any more involved than that: 

"Watanuki, you always wear glasses. But if you were to 

take them off, do you think you wouldn't be able to see spir

its anymore?" 

"Huh ?" 

"Or if you close your eyes. That would prevent you from 

seeing them. Even more extreme-you could gouge both 

eyes out. Would that get rid of the spirits that gather around 

you?" 

"Now you're starting to scare me," Watanuki said, back

ing away from Yilko and protecting his eyes. 

"I exist to scare you. Answer the question. If that would 

work, you would hardly need to continue your life of inden

tured servitude here." 

"Nah, nothing like that would really solve the problem. 

Spirits aren't there because I can see them; I can see them be-
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cause they're there. As long as they're attracted by my blood, 

I'm sure I'll still be able to sense them." 

And that ... 

. . . meant that not only his sight, but all five of his senses, 

and his sixth sense as well, would have to be shut down. Or 

nothing would change . 
• 

"H h' k ?" mm,you t III not. 

"Well ... I've never tried, so 1 don't know for sure." 

"W tt?" an o. 

"Since the procedure would be irreversible, hell no!" 

And if it failed, where would he be? 

Watanuki was no adventure seeker. 

"That's why the glasses themselves are of no importance," 

Yako said, getting back to the point. "For someone without 

any vision problems, glasses are something unnatural, that is 

always in their line of sight, and they naturally focus on them. 

That's what makes my curse effective." 

"Huh? Yako-san, did you say curse?" 

"I did not." 

"You did so! You said it makes your curse effective! I 

heard you!" 

"I said it makes my neurosis effective." 

"In accomplishing what!?" 

How could a neurosis be effective? 

He couldn't begin to guess. 

"She knew what was the best option without it being 

pointed out to her. She was avoiding it precisely hecalMe she 

o NeurOJiJ Untranslatable pun. "Curse" is Iloro~ "neurosis" is 1l0lroU. I played around 

with using "spell" and "spelling," but ended up deciding that keeping the word as "curse" 
was more important than awkwardly trying to make the pun work. 
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knew. So ... if you look at it a different way, all I had to do 

was make conscious what was unconscious. As time passes, 

what was unconscious may well become part of her, which 

would grant her wish. People who always wear glasses ap

parently feel them to be part of the face. It should take a few 

months for that to happen ... and it won't be easy." 

"Won't it? Once you get used to them, it's not a big deal." 

''I'm not talking about glasses," Yako said, full of malevo

lence. "Nurie Kushimura has never experienced the happi

ness she deserves; she has been busy avoiding it. It's built up 
inside her." 

"B-built up?" What was? Happiness? 

"By 'built up ' 1 mean like sedimentary deposits are built 

up, and by 'deposits' I mean mud. Despite that, she will be 

forced to harvest happiness - if she is physically up to the 

task. But there's nothing else she can do; she has to payoff 

the price she promised herself before the bill is settled. She 

won't be finished till the receipt is in her hand." 

Watanuki looked blank. 

"The fair price she paid for the loss of her escape routes 

was the escape routes themselves. No matter how much pres

sure she is under, she will not allow herself to run away. I can 

only imagine how ugly that must be." 

"u I ?" g Y .... 

"Ultimately, it's up to her what she does next. She might 

choose to change nothing and keep running up her tab. If she 

throws away the glasses, she will continue to live a life of 

second-best options, as she always has. That might not be 

happiness ... but neither is it misery." 

That was as much as Yako would involve herself. 



--
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She might touch upon the cause, but never reach down to 

the root of it. 

Yako probably viewed her lack of involvement as only 

natural. She never questioned morality, never asked if some

one was good or bad-that was her way. Yako was neither 

good nor deserving of being called evil; she simply was. 

Someone in her position had to maintain those standards, or 

she would eventually find herself thoroughly taken advan

tage of. 

And presumably, she did not want that. 

"Enough work! All done for the day! Ah, so draining! 

Watanuki, the coffee's gone cold, so make some more? Don't 

forget the milk and sugar." 

"Ok h ? W . yAk ?" ay, t en ... mm. -walt, u o-san .... 

"What? I'm not giving you a raise." 

"I don't mean that ... " 

"What? I'm not giving you a raue." 

Don't say it in italics, Watanuki thought. Makes it feel 

unpleasantly real. 

"You mean Kushimura-san's urges were her own problem, 

a problem entirely related to her contract with herself ... and 

nothing to do with spirits at all?" 

"Exactly," Yako said, rolling her eyes, as if this had been 

covered hours ago. "You couldn't see anything, could you?" 

"Well, no ... but the first time? At the crosswalk, on her 

shoulder ... " 

"Something sewn on her shoulder bag that reflected the 

streetlights into your eyes?" Yako said, giving him a bewitch

ing smile. 

That's why she had said ... 

ANOTHERHOLIC: LANDOLT-RING AEROSOL 

"I told you this would be a good experience for you, 

didn't I? Remember that there are people like her." 
• 

"p I I·k h ?" eop e leer .... 

Nurie Kushimura. 

Calculatedly avoiding happiness. 

A "good experience" for him. Yuko had said that early on. 

"Even without spirits getting involved, people can cause 

plenty of strange events on their own. You have a healthy 

mind, Watanuki, and there are all kinds of people you would 

consider creepy. That is part of mankind, something that 

dwells within all humans. You always talk about spirits as if 

they are frightening or evil. but there is nothing as frighten

ing or evil as humans. When you have time, Watanuki, sit 

somewhere alone and toy with that idea awhile. When you 

have finished paying off your fair price, and your eyes can no 

longer see spirits ... 

"Will you be able to see people?" 

He could have sworn ... 

... he heard the sound of horrible jagged teeth snapping 

shut. 

"Just kidding!" 

Watanuki was unable to respond. 

Yako continued merrily, "Now I'm all done with work, 

but you, Watanuki, have just begun! When my coffee is 

ready, you have quite a task ahead of you! You have to make 

up for being late yesterday and skipping entirely the day be

fore, or you may find yourself working at this shop for all 

eternity!" 

• 
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"What task?" 

"Flowing somen!" Y ako beamed. 

As if that was the best possible choice. 

Good things always brought suffering. 

Oh. 

Oh, no. 

I did it again. 

I wasted time. 

• • • • 

And time is so precious. 

Nobody could possibly solve my problems. Nobody 

could possibly grant my wish. I knew it would be pointless, 

so why? 

Let that nice child talk me into it ... let myself sit in that 

terrifying woman's gaze. 

And all I got was this ordinary pair of glasses. 

What was the point of that? 

She had said things that sounded right, but anybody 

could tell these were cheaply made plastic things, the kind 

sold in any hundred-yen shop. The origins she had given 

were not remotely believable. 

What was that all about? 

Some sort of scam? 

Taking advantage of people's troubles? 

But it wasn't as though I'd lost anything. I had wasted a 

little time, but lost nothing. Not only that, but I had been 

given this pair of cheap fake glasses. 

Fair price. 
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The boy had used that phrase. 

But what fair price had I paid to acquire these? I didn't 

feel as though I had done anything, but now that I was think

ing about it ... something felt different. 

Something felt wrong. 

I felt as though I had lost a tangible part of myself. 

Should I throw these things away? 

These glasses .. _ there was nothing special about them. If 

I threw them away, would this strange sense ofloss inside me 

fade away? 

As though I had lost a comfortable place. 

As though I had lost a comfortable escape route. 

As though I had a hole opened in my heart. 

Or as though I had fllied a hole in my heart. 

I looked at the trash can. 

I should throw these glasses in there. 

But then ... 

"Go ahead. I dare you. " 

I heard her voice. 

My hand stopped. 

I was hearing things, of course. I had just remembered 

that phrase suddenly. 

But . .. why not? I thought. I didn't need to make up my 

mind right away. 

I walked on past the garbage can, keeping the glasses. 

There was a crosswalk ahead of me. 

The light was red, so I stopped. 










































































































































